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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Took the Duke and Duchess into Belfast. Grand 
reception of fog signals and addresses (eighteen of them)! Went off to 
see the Oceanic, opened the “ York ’’ Dock, lunched in the Harbour 
Office, drove through the city to the Ormiston Garden Party, drove 
back, and so away to Scotland. The Editor of this journal has 
offered a guinea for the best ode on this. subject, and I’ve put in the 
following poem, which certainly merits success—though I know 
better than to expect it—a man is no prophet in his own country, 
and the staff is never in it with these things. 

ODE. 


All hail the Duke and Duchess ! 
We hail them most respectfully. 
If we got them (residentially) in our clutches 
We wouldn’t behave neglectfully. 
We’d put flags up in the street, 
And shout loyal shouts very frequently, 
And trust that the price of butchers’ meat 
Wouldn’t go up too high con-se-quently ! 
Was attracted down to Benfleet by rumour of East End Jews 
buying a lot of land there in small lots for building—seem to be 
going to make a settlement of it. Might do a lot worse, seems to 
me. Just took a run over to South Africa to see how the High 
Commissioner’s tour is going on. Didn’t see any way to improve it, 
so came back, and had an hour or two at the Derby County Show. 
Thursday.—Congresses all the go just now. Went and started 
the Auctioneers’ at Cardiff for them before hurrying over to Brussels 
with the King of Siam and his sons. Leopold came to meet us at 
the Luxembourg Station, and was very jolly. Lunched with the 
Mayor of Sydney, N.S.W., and the delegates to the Federation Con- 
vention, and just ran across afterwards to see to the welcoming of 


Friday.—Had to be with the Duke and Duchess pretty early. 
Opened a dock and an art gallery. Spent a few hours afterwards at 
the Labour Congress. Wonderful lot they find to say about things 
—rather indefinite in aim most of it, though. 


HARD LABOUR, 


With Congresses meeting all over the land 
A congress of Labour’s O.K., 
The delegates flock in by companies and 
‘** Debate ” in a desperate way ; 
But after a lot of wild talk in the North 
{With hints, here and there, of some nous) 
This mountain of labour appears to bring forth 
A rather ridiculous mouse, 


Saturday.—Took the Duke and Duchess to Dalmeny House. 
Lord Rosebery wanted me to stay over night, but I had to see the 
Hoppers’ Annual Sunday Festivities in Kent, so had to leave fc: 
that festive gathering after dinner. 


Monday.—Got away from the Hoppers with my life, and made 
for Stirling ceremonies in honour of ele Bee as one of 
the few Scotchmen who were ever ‘“ bled.’’ Enjoyed Lord Rose- 
bery’s speech immensely. Had a peep at the Gentlemen v. Players 
match at Hastings. Don’t like these invidious distinctions myself; 
don’t see why a gentleman shouldn’t be a player or a player a os 
tleman. Made my way round by the Folkestone Regatta (very fond 
of Folkestone and rather like regattas), and so down to Hereford to 
see how the Three Choirs were getting on. Half-a-guinea seems too 
much to pay, though—can get five quires in London for 6d. Dined 
with the King of Siam at the Elysée. 


Tuesday.—Went to the French Review, with the President, M. 
Hannotaux, and the King of Siam. Gallant conduct of two gens- 
d’armes (or gendarmes) ‘‘ rewarded on the field.”” Heard the Pre- 
centor of Eton’s Jubilee Ode at the Three Choirs, then ran over to the 
Tilak trial, and saw that the defendant was condemned com- 
fortably, and with due regard to his feelings, to eighteen months, 
then came back to welcome the Archduchess Stephanie of Austria 
to England, and see her comfortably settled, too. Then ran down 
to Ramsgate to have a hand in the ceremonies held to celebrate 
Augustin’s arrival in that neighbourhood some years ago, before 
the tourist system was in thorough working order. 


A CELEBRATION, 


Oh damsels free, and dames severe, 
And solemn men, and gay men, 
And arcane 85 om far and near 
(Accompanied by laymen), 
To Ebbsflect by the train, by ship, 
Firm stride or skipping lamb’s gait, 
To celebrate that summer trip 





Augustin took to Ramsgate. THE SPorrer. 
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Mr. Seddon home again to his own New Zealand. 








Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Enigmatical Woman. 


| Wes woman takes a “bike” to race, 
And tempts death at a break- meek pace, 
It’s strange sheet-lightning, farfrom near, 
Should nearly make her die with fear! 


When woman mounts a wobbly wheel 
Without the semblance of a squeal, 

It’s strange a beetle, dressed in black, 
Should make her shriek, and quickly tack! 
When woman, ‘midst horses that prance, 
Steers her machine with nonchalance, 
It's strange @ timid little mouse 2° ° 
Should make her run all o’er the house ! 


When woman takes a rural “‘ spin,” 
Ar nd braves the tramp half-mad with gin, 
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Should raise fear- rops upon her brow! . 
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The End of th Season. 
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4 That we must pace up to-morro Ww. 





Still we'd be an eager dipper 

In the sea at break of morning ; 
Bates . h the Pat 
Fain we'd watch the reckless tripper 


/ nL All the laws of order scorning ; 
* ¥* 
i” A ? j et 26° 3ut our longings we must chasten, 
, 4 A Jor Londcxa calls us—we must hasten. 
f f 
4 é Now no more may we let fancy 
Fimw + lle 4 


Roam, while lolling on a lee shore, 


LATIN UP TO DATE Wor éallect with charming Maney 
Tutor.—* Translate and give the uses of Ovis.” “ Common objects of the sea-shore ” 
Pupil (eagerly).—** Hovis is Bread, and forms Brain, Bone, and Muscle.” Pleasure’s over, play aa fun done— 
(Amazement and collapse of Tutor.) Hurry up, sir! Train for London! 





, 
The “ New” Waiter. In Extremis. 
[A waiters’ Trade Union has been started, one of the objects of The following note of warning is > led by an erstwhile 1 - 
which is to aboliah “ tips Daily Paper.) ber of the brotherhood of “ Peculiar People,’ who admits having 
: forsaken the zrror of his ways 
ProGcress, what may bind or bound you, ba 
Briton, a6 vou take your meals For years is was fain to accept 
Notice how the world around you, The wild “ doctrine of unction ” with unction. 
Hungers for improved ideals. When some malady over me crept, 


To the “‘ elder’ my messenger stepped, 
And the fees of physicians 1 kept 
In my pocket with scanty compunction. 
And, each illness I weathered, the more did I deem m 
That the doctrine of unction was truly supreme ! 


But at last, unabashed, I belied 

And an eye which says, with feeling, ii may Sith ie Ge nih beeline function ; 
‘*Gentle st er, tip me not. : 2 P pee y mie 
; pres ee P " To the door of a doctor and cried, 

Mine is not the avocation “ Prithee, haste to my master’s bedside!” 
Suited to the cringing slave— With a pressing, pathetic injunction ! 

‘Tip me not; "tis degradation, 7 For the unction, which once so efficient did seem. 
Shall be chiselled o'er my grave. Was fast tending to ending in “ unction extreme”’' 


Note a subtle dialectic 
Straining upward to its goal, 
Proving to the wondering sceptic 
That a waiter has a soul. 


See him on his tiptoes stealing 
With the dinners piping hot, 





So he, stern and proud for ever, 

Takes no fee upon the sly. 
He will be * degraded "’ never, ‘ He is wrapped up in his paper,” as the editor’« wife remarked 
| Doubting reader-—go and try. when her husband utilised his own journal for a chest preserver. 
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Puffs Past and Present. 


‘The latest fashion is a device for puff- 
ing out the cheeks.—Daily Paper.) 


Foe follies new Dame Fashion seeks, 
And will not be denied ‘em . 

The puff once used upon the cheeks 
Is now applied inside ’ m. 
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Can't Pay. 


Tailor.—“ I shall call for my account 
again, sir.” 
Mr. Nocash.—‘**Call! It strikes me 


you'll have to * whistle’ for it! 
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THE man who had a spider painted « 
his bald head to frighten away the 
deceived so many heavy-hande ed pec ople 
by th eir trving to knock it off that he 
Cor nelt ided the remedy worse than the 





Aig Chairman of Workh 


SVEECS : 


ise Committee (om tour of inspection).—“ Any complaints to make, 


Sykes. —‘* Well, Guv’nor, if we was allowed to ‘ bike,’ the exercise would ‘elp to stimu- 
late our henieliies a bit!” 


tiction. (Three paupers have recently died in London Workhouses from over-feeding.—V ide Daily Press) 




















The Rational Costume. 


At the conference at Oxford that met th’other day, 
Of smart lady-cyclists all together banding, 

There was really a brave and a display 
Of knowledge sound and much € api ae. 


— ——_ ____ - — _ — — - oo 


‘A LARGE circle of Friends,” as the Chine rlain soem 
luakers went to Windsor to present an address to Her 


“I «cust put a bold front on,” as the youth observed when he 
buttoned on his red dicky with blue horseshoes and yellow nails. 





——— ———————— 


A Bad Lot. 


First Man. ‘WI hat’s your opinion of Sharple ? "’ 

Second Ditto. ‘I think he resembles a haunch of venison.’ 
First Bian.—* oH w?” 

Second Ditto.—‘* He would be all the better for hanging.” 
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Sportsman.—“ Here, I say 
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A BROAD HINT. 


D’you know the way to Ballymuck ?”’ 
Pat.—“ Ballymuck, is it? Sure I do, as well as I know the way to me own mouth!” 
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Silver Threats Among the 
Gold. 


JoHN BULL :— 


Wuat's this, madam, that I hear? 
Will you desecrate the ‘“‘ fiver ’’ ? 
If you do, it’s pretty clear 
Men won't trust you with a stiver. 
Shocked are bulls and shocked are bears 
And you'll, if you thus behave, 
Bring me with your silver “‘airs”’ 
Down in sorrow to the grave. 


Pay in'silver? Not for me— 
Bull or bear, I'm still the Lion; 
And I don’t intend to be 
Cat’s-paw to a frothy Bryan ! 
No, ma’am, gold’s my current coin ; 
Gold for me, and only gold— 
Bi-metallic Leagues you join, 
And I leave you in the cold. 


‘Pon my word, you didn’t ought 

E’en to dream of methods shady— 
You—lI've really always thought— 

A respectable Old Lady. 
Pay in silver! Bless my stars! 

Bless my stripes! But that won’t do— 
Why, the very notion jars ; 

Something must be wrong with you! 











Dare you, with your weight of years, 
Dream of such a revdlution ? 
Is it (second childhood nears) 
Break up of your constitution ? 
Pay in silver! Dash it all, 
This is really very sad— 
If you from your station fall, 
Then will all my foes be glad ! 


Think, ma’am, of your honoured rank 
In this great commercial nation ! 

‘« Safe,”’ we say, ma’am, “ asthe Bank!” 
Is it but exaggeration? 

Would you put to open shame— 
In the markets of the earth— 

One who’s held an honoured name 
From the moment of his birth ? 


Pay in silver! Bull for one 
'Gainst it now a protest lodges— 
Who could dream that you would run 
After such dishonest dodges! 
Shocked are bulls and shocked are bears, 
And you'll, if you thus behave, 
Bring me, with your silver “ airs,” 
Down in sorrow to the grave ! 


THe Oxtp Lapy :— 
Why, John, whatever do you mean ? 
What say you my offence is? 
Pay silver! Why you must have clean 
Gone out of all your senses. 


| 





enn 


Pay silver for the notes you hold, 
And my accounts to settle 

No longer in your minted gold 
But in the baser metal ! 


Why, John, my man, it’s too absurd ! 
Where did you get the notion ? 
It’s foolish, John, upon my word, 
To cause this wild commotion ! 
Pay silver! Why, I’d rather die !— 
In Bryan’s silly diction— 
I’d, *pon my word, I'd rather try 
A * golden crucifixtion.”’ 


Go home, John, go, and think again, 
Ere you come out here to flout me— 
We’re old friends, and it gives me pain 
That you should know and doubt me. 
Red ruin and the wreck of laws 
Shall fall upon this nation, 
Ere I take up the wicked cause 
Of Debt Repudiation ! 








The Steak in Question. 


[A vegetarian conference was held in 
London the other day. ]} 


A DANGEROUS doctrine here one sees, 
One likely to cause scenes, 

For, say, how can you keep the ‘‘ peas” 
3y giving people “‘ beans ”’ ? 
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BI-METALLISM FORESHADOWED. 


J. BULL (LOQ.)—“*WHAT’S THIS RUMOUR ABOUT PAYING ONE-FIFTH IN SILVER?” 


OLD LADY OF THREADNEEDLE STREET (LOQ).—“ DON’T WORRY YOURSELF, MY DEAR JOHN! THE 
INTEGRITY OF MY £5 NOTE WILL NEVER BE IMPAIRED.” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 92.) 
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-lan Miss Dowday, Mrs. Scroggie, and Mrs. Salt were there, all three 

Boarder d. heads together in serious confab, which stopped the instant the 
By Mrs. Ramsrarirs’ Cart. Major opened the door, and they all rose to their feet. 

The Major waved his hand towards them. “ Pardon me, ladies,” 

No. 3.—*ON THE TRAIL.” |, he said. ‘ Before you condemn me unheard I should like to say a 

G Grimalkins! Th in : | few words. It’s not always wise to defend oneself too well, but at 

a See eeeneee ¢ ere was some catawauling. * | the same time it might have been someone else, you know. Do you 


Mr. Hepcote sprang to his feet, upsetting his breakfast cup. | 
“How dare you have the impertinence to kick me under the | 
table ?”’ he shouted. 


really think it was I?” 

“Oh! you sweet thing,”’ gushed Mrs. Scroggie and Miss Dowday, 
crowding round him, “ we see it all now. You have taken the 
blame on yourself to save the real offender. How generous and 
noble of you! Ofcourse, it might have been ‘someone else.’ Then 










































we know who the spiteful thing was. It was Miss Flighty who tried 
AOE to kick poor Maudie.”’ 

‘‘Hush!” said the Major, smilingly. ‘ Don’t say I said so.”’ 
ats an re What a mean-spirited rascal to put the blame on_ poor Miss 
wal Ree r C)I Flighty, so as to be received into favour again by the ladies. 

- be i et A He shan’t get off scot free. I'll bite his boot-laces off short this 
ea very night, and then lure him on to kick me before them all. 
= iS) (> | I showed my contempt for the party by stalking proudly out of 
ma ja the room with my tail flying, just as Mrs. Salt was exclaiming :— 
x : 1% _“ Salt couldn’t abear cats. 1 recolleect——” (I had escaped in 
te 8 iy time. 
ae ~ GY As ' came downstairs I saw a sight that filled me with indigna- 
Pad . Wh tion and scorn. Alas! Scorn for my mistress. The dining-room 
Y YY door was closed, and there, bending down with her ear glued to the 
SS 4, key-hole, was Mrs. Ramstairs in the very act of despicable eaves- 
VY, | | dropping. By the expression on her face she was listening to some- 
yy | thing very interesting, and was absorbed in the conversation. I 
My was about to pass her without my usual caress—for I considered a 
“IG woman who can act in that way is unworthy of respect—when I 


caught the sweet tones of Miss Dimsdale. I had taken that young 
lady under my special patronage, and in an instant my mind was 
made up. With one spring [ was on my mistress’s back, with my 
claws well out. 

May I be served up as an ‘‘Ostender’’ if ever I heard such a 
scream as came from Mrs. Ramstairs as she straightened. 

There was a sudden commotion in the room, and the door was 
flung open by Mr. Hepcote, Miss Dimsdale peeping timidly over 
his arm. 

‘‘ Whatever's the matter, Mrs. Ramstairs ?’’ h@ exclaimed, as the 
people from upstairs came hurrying down. 

| ‘‘T was stooping down near the door to pick something off the 

| floor, when that wretched Maudie jumped on my back and 
frightened me,”’ she panted. 

Mr. Hepcote looked at his companion significantly and laughed. 

“You had an attack of cat-a-leapt-sy, Mrs. Ramstairs,” he 
said. ‘*Send for Major Potts, and let him punish the offender.”’ 
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The ladies all looked up amazed, and turned very white, while 
Miss Dimsdale said ‘‘ Jack, darling! ”’ 

“I must apologise for making a disturbance in the house,” 
continued Hepcote, “ but I'll not be insulted with impunity. Come, 
sir, what have you to say?” 

The Major had turned very green, and was choking over his 
breakfast. 

‘1 really beg your pardon,” he stammered; “I had no idea you 
were 80 close. The cat came between my legs, and the kick was_ |! 
meant for him, not you, sir.”’ 

Mr. Hepcote sat down very quietly. How easily these humans 
settle their quarrels. Just a ‘“ beg your pardon,” and they are as 
thick as thieves again the next moment. Why if another ‘“‘ Tom” 
should dare attack me, I would never leave him while he had a 
single hair of his fur left. 

| thought the matter was going to end, but not so. Mrs. 
Ramstairs pushed back her cap and took up the cudgels on my 
behalf, and, ably seconded by the other ladies, gave the Major a 
piece of her mind. I’ve heard her give a great aany of these 
“ a ” away, and they are about the only things she’s not sting) 
with, 

The breakfast ended somewhat abruptly. 

Miss Dimsdale and Mr. Hepcote went out, Miss Flighty retired — , 
to her room, and the rest of the ladies went off to the drawing-room, 
leaving the Major gazing moodily out of the window. 

I took up a position in the middle of the hearthrug, and commenced 
to purr—purr loudly. I tried hard to crow, but it was a dismal! 
failure. If I could have given him just one little scratch, I should 





























have been perfectly happy. But that was denied. He took no “ T CONSIDER A WOMAN WHO CAN ACT IN THAT WAY AS UNWORTHY OF RESPECT.” 
notice of me, and after cogitating for nearly half-an-hour, at last 

slapped his leg, shouted ‘‘ Eureka," and went slowly upstairs to the But the rest of the company vowed I shouldn't be punished for 
drawing-room. what, they all thought, was an act of endearment on my part, and 


I followed him up quietly, for I smelt a plot. they all went away again 
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Mrs. Scroggie whispered to Miss Dowday as they went upstairs— 

‘That designing Miss Dimsdale has set her cap at young Hepcote. 
They were in that room together. You'll lose him, my dear, if 
you’re not careful. Come to my bedroom and talk it over. Such 
a handsome man, too!”’ 

The remark rather startled me, and for a moment I was unde- 
cided between duty and curiosity. My duty was to follow Mrs. 
Scroggie and her niece to hear their plot, but curiosity prevailed, 
and I followed the youthful pair into the dining-room. ~ 

“Rosie,” said Mr. Hepcote, ‘it’s my firm conviction that old 
woman was listening.” 

“Oh, Jack! Ifshe heard all we said, our secret will be all over 
the place in no time.” 

“How long do you think it will be secret with that on your 
finger,’’ he said, laughing. 

She blushed scarlet, and pulled something hurriedly off her finger. 

‘‘TIt is so hard, Jack, that I can’t wear it sometimes. Come here, 
Maudie,” she said, catching sight of me. Taking me in her arms, 
she slipped something along my tail. It was nota pleasant sensation, 
and I turned round suddenly, and caught a glimpse of what it was. 
The murder was out. It was a plain gold wedding ring. 














The Great Portrait Question. 


BEING A FEW LETTERS FROM MORE OR LESS 
DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE. 


[The correspondence which is raging in a daily contemporary over 
Miss Marie Corelli’s portrait has had most disastrous results. We 
are inundated, simply inundated, with letters from persons we don’t 
know about photographs which we don’t want. To give our readers 
some idea of the way we are being persecuted, we print some of the 
most ferocious of these epistles. EDITORIAL NoTE.| 


The Bungalow, South West Ham. 
To THE EpiToR oF “ Fun.” 

S1r,—Noticing, either in your pages or in some other pages, a 
paragraph relative to my portrait, I at once write to protest against 
the outrage. My face is my own, and I will not have it bandied 
about simply because I happened to write that article on ‘Coke 
considered as a food for vegetarians ’’ which appeared in our local 
paper and caused world-wide astonishment. It seems that my 
photograph is to appear, if I will allow it, in all the comic papers. 
It is true that I lent a caricature of myself to an old friend, whom, 
at that time, I was doing my best to get into an orphan asylum, 
but when he says, as I am told he does say, that I gave him permis- 
sion to present it to the British Museum, he goes beyond the exact 
truth, and is no gentleman. I won’t have it, or, I should say, I 
won’t let you have it, and if you get it, I shall come round and “ let 
you have it.”’ 

Trusting I have made myself clear, 

I am, Sir, 
Yours till death, 
PETER SMUGG. 


The Sparkling Hermitage, 
Sauterne. 
THE EpiTor oF ‘“ Fun.” 


Sir,—Hearing that Miss Corelli has a strong objection to having 
her photograph published, I hasten to inform you that I have no 
objection whatever to offer against the publication of mine. I 
enclose one which is considered by my friends to be very like me; 
if anything, itis not quite besutiful enough. If you have no space, 
I shall be pleased to pay for its insertion in your advertisement 
columns, 

Yours truly, 
The Author of ‘‘ Pontius PItor.’: 


The Retreat, Earlswood. 
THE EpiTor oF ‘“ Fun.” 

Sir,—Looking over some of your back numbers, 1 was 
astonished to find that you have taken the liberty of publishing my 
portrait without permi-sion. The portrait in question is not inthe 
least like me, and is of distinctly libellous character. I am exceed- 
ingly angry, and have had to be chained up in a padded-room, and 
am at present perfectly prostrated. When I tell you who I am you 
will be terrified, but I can’t help that. Serve you right, you 
shouldn’t have done it. I have never blown a trumpet in my life, 
and the keeper says he’s blowed if he thinks I ever shall. The 
worst of it is, the Queen of Sheba and Old Parr, friends of mine, 
have seen the portrait, and are always twitting me about it. 
Directly I escape I shall come and see you; you have been guilty of 
high treason, and I shal] give you ‘‘ what for.”’ Till then, 

I remain, 
THe ReaLt Emperor oF GERMANY. 



























































WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


By THE ‘“‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


Poor old Spain! Despite her faults one cannot help being sorry 
for her mountain of troubles, under which it seems very likely that 
she may be crushed. It does seem a woeful pity, doesn’t it ?—that 
a nation with so great a history should be going so rapidly 
down hill. It appeared once that the process of decay had been 
stopped, that Spain might in time recover some, of course, not all, 
of her old position in the world. But it was not to be. America, 
with characteristic cowardice, has taken the opportunity of bullying 
her when other trials rendered her almost helsties, and that is 
likely to hasten her downfall. But perhaps the darkest hour is just 
before the dawn. Perhaps the loss of Cuba will rid her of an 
incubus and, wiser methods prevailing, a new Spain will rise on the 
ashes of the old. But first must come enlightened methods of 
government at home. 

* * * 


The sinking of Westminster Pier is a very humorous incident, 
happily unspoiled by any tragic consequences. To think of the dear 
old Thames Conservancy keeping such a structure together for ages 
by a coat of paint every ten years or so is a lovely sidelight on the 
methods of that extraordinary body, which seems to exist for the 
purpose of granting to water companies every facility to ruin 
the beauty of the upper reaches of the river by erecting 
hideous brick buildings wherever the scenery is particularly 
beautiful. After the sinking of Westminster Pier, it would not 
surprise one to find that the Monumentis kept upright by periodical 
application of giant cement to the pedestal, or that the Tower is 
prevented from topping over by a careful and judicious application 
of putty every half-a-century. 

- . * 

In the quelling of a little frontier rebellion we find the Indian 
Government brought to a temporary standstill in the transport of 
troops by the blocking of the railway by military trains that are un- 
able to start for days together—the animals, already packed, dying 
off in the trucks—because of the lack of locomotives, which the 
railway company are not able even to borrow from other 
lines. There’s agrim farce for you. If we are kept back for days 
from punishing disorganised blacks because we haven’t enough rail- 
way engines, what do you think would happen supposing we 
were at war with, say, Russia, who was massing troops on the 
Indian frontier? A pleasing outlook, truly. One would not 
be surprised, after this, to learn that our Indian Army could not 
advance because there was no ammunition, or that the officials had 
forgotten the guns, or the boots, or something. But the comic- 
operatic idea of the safety of the British Empire hanging in the 
balance because it can’t afford to have an extra steam engine 
or two in case of emergency is worthy of Mr. Gilbert himself, 
And I have no doubt that the military authorities on the Con- 
tinent of Europe appreciate the joke to the full. 

* * * 


As a set-off to this disgraceful state of affairs, the Egyptian 
campaign is, indeed, welcome. It is true that things have been 
made easy for us by the misplaced complacency of the Dervishes, 
but everything has been arranged with the idea of meeting 
with stubborn resistance, and so admirably and completely 
arranged that it would have made but little difference had 
the followers of the Mahdi been in their old form. That 
is the test of true generalship, to prepare for the very worst 
that could happen—should things prove easier it does not detract 
one jot from the credit due. |The occupation of Berber is none the 
less glorious because it has been done without a fight. The fight 
will come later on, and then Khartoum will be ours and a black 
stain on our national history partially washed out. Fancy 
Kitchener allowing himself to be stranded for lack of a locomotive. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


As pretty and charming a play as the most fastidious desire —that 
is the almost unanimous verdict on the new play by Mr. Esmond 
at the Comedy. One Summer's Day provides an autumn night 's 
amusement to please the mostexigent. Major Dick Rudyard, a de 
good chap, has adopted “ Kiddy,”’ the little son of hi: dead chum, 
and a very-much-alive gipsy girl of great beauty, and with the devil 
ofa temper. He is so afraid of losing the little chz p to whom he 
$0 passionately devoted that he gives out that “‘ Kiddy” is his own, 
and invents a dead wife for the purpose. So engrossed is he in the 
boy that he does not know that sweet Maysie is in love with him, 
he does not even know that he is very much in love with her. 
And when he finds this out he very nearly ole her, because she 
thinks there is a disgraceful liatson between the gipsy and Dick. 


gut the death of poor little ‘‘ Kiddy” allows matters to straighten 


a 


themselves. The delightful up-river scenes in which the plot is 
laid, and Mr. Esmond’s exceedingly clever dialogue, nfer the 
very great advantage of present Mr Seswteen to us in an entirely 
new and most attractive light. “To see our genial light comedia: 
playing a part full of pretty sentiment is a surprising thing, and as 
delightful as a Miss Eva Moore, too, is absolutely deli- 


cious as Maysi Miss Cor nstance Collier, Mr. Ernest Hendrie, Mr. 


as uLS 


3 } a 5 f ’ > > -~£ w — + 
Kenneth Dp jug fi 45 L £ 2 F ai r ax, are the best It an Excellent 
y , 
“ + 2 > v 4 > P . =) » 
cast. Master Bottomly, as 1 an extraordinarily precious gipsy ga 
] P err —s i. | ; se 66 a6 — 7 ] ; 
who blackmails everybody, has a very “‘ fat’ part indeed, and 3 
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wa —" wri? F 

VEry Well WitdD ls. 
é 


I have é a few Hamlets—the ranting, th plos and t 
b 

aim, poet d ref oe Pp irtraval ther f The ast tha I 
Mr. Forbes HKobertson, now perfor g at the Lyceum. ] 2 
pleass d. solaced, a C tent tr r lering of this, t t of 
plays, as } t inappositely phrased it, in his speech after t , 
f f ¢ 4c lrt 1 Hi ] té rpret at is 19% E itt 4 r 
stances of t part. Young Ha et, zled at ti t 
demise of h fa r. t! ing, a th ‘ lent arriag 
m ithe r fi t! t IT sf tn t % 1! t f ee t 
trea ry has pert rated its f re h super sturai r 
confirms his thoughts; and his futur ten tt g 
his father’s murder. But how, amidst all t power h th 
heds re the Usurper, is retribution to reach this fraticide? H et 
meditates ar d subtlely slans a meth a whi ri shall convince him »f 
his uncle's guilt. All th. SUVS d ar I p a id cere I 7 ar b a 
cord with this design. The garrulous Polonius is plaved by Mr. 
Barnes with due regard for the shortcomings of senility, and with 
an absence of buffoonery with which some actors think the part 


should be mingled. The Op helia of Mrs. Patrick Campbell is very 
gentle and fascinating. The pale blue and gold of her apy 4! 
her flowing black hair, amply secured with golden bands, are in 
keeping with a nice demeanour. Her lapse into madness invokes 
one's pity, and her death reveals the void which her prettiness did 
fill. Mr. Cooper Cliffe thoroughly embodies the vices of the 
Usurper, Claudius. Miss Granville enacts the Queen with becom- 
ing dignity. Her remonstrance and censure, changing into 
matronly solicitude, was natural and impressive. Mr. Willes 


infused the usual clownish humour into his part of the Grave- 
7 } . ¢ _ ,orn i : L. 3 
digger. Mr. Ian Robertson gave a very dignified mien to his 
, | 7 “ : | > ‘yy l 
part of the unknown character, ‘‘I am thy father’s spirit. ine 
. . la ~y 5 - 
+ «4 . ’ 


Horatio of Mr. H. Hunter was faithful, and the 
Gould savoured of the usual calibre. The concluding scene possesses 
features whic! h are generally absent. The moribund Hamlet is 
assisted to the Throne as the death of the King has temporarily 
cast the succession upon him. Fortinbras enters with his mailed 
soldiers, who mount the corpse of Hamlet upon their shields. Thi 
manner of termination mollifies the prevailing gloom which descend 
80 C opiously y upon stage and spec tator both. The “ewe was enthu 
siastic and many rec alls took place. Mr. Forbes Re ertson, acc ording 
to fashion, uttered a few words of thanks to a dist tinguishe da audience, 
whom he commended for their attention and silence, invaluably 
ap ypreciated by actors and actresses. Mr. Forbes Robs rtson’s inter. 
pretation will rank amongst the gems of histrionic exposition with- 
out question. 

Mr. John T. Day has staged his nautical comedy, The Purser, at 
the Strand. We have seen something of the same kind previously, 
such as The Overland Route, Fun on the Bristol, etc. Reginald 
Temple, the Purser, smuggles his newly-married wife on board a 
P. and Q. liner, bound for Australia, in breach of the 1 saeasegan in 
this respect. At the same time a divorcée shi ps as a passeng r who 
is very solicitous for Reginald as ‘‘ No. 2." The usual sit 
comical or otherwise, are brought about, to which th Captain and 

i 


the Doctor cleverly contribute. The form r keeps his birthday 
with vinous effects, which stir one’s ay a CuCl for the safety of 
the ship. Mr. J. G. Grahame vse nates Reginald, Mr. Edward 
i? rh - alt f mtarte XT; }.” f rrveé . *} T) ? r I a 
vib . ’ Ai : ru ’ . i 4 


2 
vivacious, anda sparekiing with meioay. 


embarrassed, and Miss Kate Phillips fully maintains her repu‘a- 
tion for brusque humour as Mrs. Stanley, the divorcée. A couple 
of hours’ light and laughable amusement is amply afforded 
Mr. Brickwell has not erred in reviving La Périchole at the 
Garrick Theatr Offenbach’s music is alternately pathetic and 
gay, his ballads especially so, whilst the choruses are bright and 
; Miss Florence St. John 


“pos eR : ‘mahal ; 1a Roaheami: 
plays and sings the principal part, Périchole, in true Bohemian 


style, replete with life and vigour, both as to the pleasing charm of 
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who is de eply indebt € d 
He can't pay on settler 


y . + » be “wrahe y 
The Stock Exchange 
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nent day, an ri is ¢ 
is en -si 


consequently  hasamered.® 


in 


all its vivacity and 


eagerness, horseplay and mobbing an intruder. The ‘“ hammer- 
ing’ proves too great a shock for the poor father, and he 
dies amidst all the hubbub of Stock Exchange life. Act cmos 
give Battersea Park and its cyclists We learn that Mario 
Hume has failed in her suit to establish her marriage and is help. 
] 4 evid f the marriage is buried in th 
reck t ich re the marriage was contracted. Lord 
Angus has squared t surviving sailor who acted as p: arson, but 
mn an unguarded moment he lets out where the record of the 
marriag iden in tl reck. [he friends of Marion imme ai ately 
gototl ity of thew and discover that Lord Angusisactually 
there and has d jadiver’s uniform. The eee scene is the 
pce de résistance of the drama. It is a most wonderful 
yntrivance. er) are fish swimming about seemingly in 


naturalibus. ord 


secured the | ty of the sunken yar ht. Dick Beach gets down 
and snatches t m ren Then en sues a deadly struggle for 
mastery betweer ee two divers, encumbered as the y are. Lord 


Angus mortally stabs 
pipe. Asp! 1yxila puts 


won de rful and never-to-be -forgotten scene. 


Angus has reached the bottom and has 


Dick, and the latter cuts the former's air 
an end to the evil-working Lord. Dick 
regains ‘the surface with the long-sought relic, only to expire. A most 


fancy dress ball, which, as to apparel 
gorgeous, Alec Maclintock rushes in with the log, and the joyful ter- 


— : ; alae 3 acrn 
Mminacion 18 easily imagined. 


John Wood 
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Beatrice Lamb, Miss V 
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During the course of the 


detail, is sumptuously 


Conspicuous amongst the performers 


as Lady Janet Maclint ck, full of home 


ke as Marion Hume, 3 


liss Pattie Brown, Miss 


alli Valli, Mr. Henry Neville as Lord Ang 
n Milward as Alec 
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